listen to any more of your confessions.   To work at once,
if you please, Mademoiselle/'

She looked very sorry for herself for a minute or two,
but I was not feeling particularly yielding. I worked
until she very nearly missed her bus, and she tore away
with the briefest of farewells. The actual ending of her
romance I never knew, but whereas she turned up on the
following day for work, quite punctually, her local
admirer went away for leave at the end of the week,
and when he failed to return the Commandant told me
that he had made an exchange. Mademoiselle Jacquelin
remained with me until the fact that I was unable to send
for her and the Grasse bus was taken off terminated our
connection automatically. She was a very good worker
and we parted with mutual regret. I hope that she is now
married to the man of her choice.
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